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THE WATER-COLOR SOCIETY'S EXHIBITION. 
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There is an advance all along the line this year. 
That is not as much as to say that there are many very 

striking works, but 
the comprehension of 
water-color meth- 
ods is evidently 
growing. The 
best expedients 
known to mani- 
pulators the 
world over are 
being tested in 
America with 
great freedom 
and daring. 
What is to come, 
what has not 
come yet, is the 
peculiar nicety of 
taste which be- 
longs to a high, 
even, tranquil 
civilization. The 
hand is now 
strong and well 
controlled ; but 
the ideal which it 
obeys is often un- 
cultured, poor, 
provincial. It is 
even poor to a surprising and inexplicable degree. 
For example : in an art so closely verging on the 
decorative as water-color it is natural for a great 
many pictures to be found which try to represent 
graceful and elegant women ; and it amazes one, 
on the survey, to find these women so uniformly 
common and Uncouth, with bad hands, bad wrists, 
bad posture and bad style. They are no more 
innocent than the women of Gainsborough or 
Vanloo, and their simplicity is in no wise the sim- 
plicity of moral superiority ; it is the simplicity of 
provincialism. Their portraitists have made no 
notes of those gestures and postures which speak 
of race, of lofty or piquant manners. One would 
say that our painters of women did not frequent a 
very refined society. Can their sisters be dowdies, 
or frumps, or shopwomen, or huddled hypochon- 
driacs ? Why do Americans so seldom design the 
turn of a wrist, or the perspective of a hand, ex- 
quisitely ? It is, in all probability, the lexicographer's 
difficulty about the pastern, " ignorance, madam, pure 
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tional exaggeration of shapeliness which the very 
fashion-plate artists of old comprehended. Their 
notion of " pose" is therefore rather ridiculous in its 
sincerity, for this sincerity is the cynicism of low-life 
frequentation. Nor may they plead that they wish to 
avoid mannerism, to steer clear of the " fan -painters.'* 
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EXHIBITION. 

They have just as many mannerisms as any fan-painters 
who ever worked. A glance around the rooms, filled 

to overflowing 

with maidens 

picking flowers, 

maidensfishing, 

maidens leaning 

against hay- 
stacks, maidens 

claspingantique 

tunics — rooms 

from whose 

every wall the 

myriad Mar- 
guerite looks 

out with her old • 

bumptious and 

bounceable 

good - nature — 

must convince 

every one, first, 

that American 

artists are tak- 
ing kindly to 

water as duck- 



of society fail them they can neither be classical classi- 
cally, nor frivolous elegantly. So long as they will not 
trouble themselves to draw a great many arms and 
legs from plaster casts or the like, they will go on giv- 
ing us robust- 
ness for delica- 
cy, falling 
into the 
mistake of 
Dr. John- 
son, and 
defining a 
knee in 
their work 
when they 
mean to 
define a 
wrist. 

Walter 
Sh i r 1 aw 
washes in 
his study of 
a girl feed- 
ing crumbs 
to pigeons 
with envi- 
able ease 
and hardi- 
hood. 'The 
swing of a 
robust but 
ponderous 

brush is seen in the handling, and the effect is rich, 
unctuous and manly ; in color and quality the lit- 
tle picture strikes a full, deep chord. But Ameri- 
cans will be glad when Shirlaw gives them some 
type which they can find national and familiar, 
instead of continuing to chant for so many years 
a foreign folk-song, and repeating the eternal 
Dorothea of Goethe without even a change of cos- 
tume or the misplacement of a dove. How re- 
markable is the fidelity of this artist to the loves 
of his old studio-days in Munich ! The models 
that inspire him, and continue to sit for him ideal- 
ly, are married now, or fattened, or emigrated ; 
or they are dead, their bones are dust, their flesh 
withered, the hair that decked them in the sepul- 
chre ; yet he sees them plainly still, and sees 
nothing else, and perseveres in transplanting the 
Kaulbach race into the galleries of America. 
Shirlaw's landscape, "Near Haarlem," is very 
broad and vigorous. 

In the case of so deep-toned and so muscular a work 




"THE CRITIC. BY J. B. WHITTAKER. 
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HAVING A JOLLY TIME." BY CHAS. VOLKMAR. 



DRAWN BY THE ARTIST FROM HIS PICTURE IN THE WATER-COLOR EXHIBITION. 



ignorance." Our artists hurry into " effect " before 
they know " design." Accordingly they do not draw 
with refinement, or even with that accepted, conven- 



lings ; second, 
that they mean to use it for decorative and gallant sub- 
jects ; and third, that for gallantry they have a percep- 
tible lack of tact. So long as education and the habit 



as Chase's " Lady in Black," it will be better not to 
allude at all to the contours, the lines, the type ; for if 
he had made it a study of exquisite lines, in so low a 
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' PEASANT AGAINST HAY." 
CARROLL BECKWITH. 



BY J. 



DRAWN BY THE ARTIST FROM HIS PICTURE 
IN THE WATER-COLOR EXHIBITION'. 



key, it would have importuned the eye somewhat as a 
metal statuette does, and it is anything but the paint- 
er's object to give us the same train of thought as is 
produced by a work of hammered iron or undercut 
bronze ; on the contrary he would persuade us away 
from all such considerations, and make us think of the 
deep bath of air around such a figure, the dying of light 

into the folds 
of sombre tis- 
sues, and the 
largeness of a 
generalized 
style in a scale 
n ecessari ly 
narrow. The 
study does 
what it under- 
takes to do 
with great 
weight and 
impressive- 
ness; it is 
somehow like 
a breath from 
the deep chest 
of a basso; 
and is, doubt- 
less, the larg- 
est picture of 
its size in the 
exhibi tion. 
The flirt of a 
fan so broad 
as to be sag- 
ging from its 
own weight, 
the muffled gleam of a glove against crape, the stifled 
liveliness of a shawl of warmer color, and the respir- 
able cave-like air which drinks in the whole figure, 
make this sketch, for just what it undertakes, valuable, 
like those of the old Spaniards. 

For a figure successfully placed in a fine landscape, 
we should go to Winslow Homer's " Inside the Bar." 
It is a fisher's wife planted by a piece of angry water, 
watching for the eventful coming of the sail which car- 
ries her treasure ; the storm wraps her coarse draperies 
about her with 
the closeness 
and crisp mod- 
elling of sculpt- 
ure, and her at- 
titude is a mon- 
ument of fideli- 
ty or constancy. 
The spiteful 
foam of the in- 
let by which she 
stands is indi- 
cated with sum- 
mary power, 
the landscape 
is altogether 
superb, the pose 
is a master- 
piece, and the 
grand gravity of 
the picture 
shows how 
easily at need 
water-color art. 
can rise out of 
. the reproach of 
frivolity. In the 
twilight effect 
depicted, Ho- 
mer's excessive- 
ly summary an- 
atomy is not 
felt ; but it 
comes out rath- 
er frankly in 
the rough-hewn 

arms of the damsels in " A Voice from the Cliff," 
where the nearest limb is like the fracture or section of 
the shoulder of a Memnon. The sky of the "Bar" 
is used again, with much tranquillity, for the " Incom- 
ing Tide," where the fisher-girl, beside, lifts her foot 
in a sort of clog movement of music-hall suggestive- 
ness. The water in " Tynemouth," Homer's fourth 



contribution, is a bright and crackling opal of the purest, 
most jewel-like colors, analyzed with a nimbleness and 
keenness of enjoyment that gives the spectator recipro- 
cal pleasure. Altogether, Homer comes out this year 
fresh, efficient, authoritative and brilliant. 

For the same task of figure-setting in landscape, Ab- 
bey, one of our brightest talents, has recourse to as- 
sistance and collaboration. The landscape is by Mr. 
Parsons, who lived with us a little while last year, and 
then returned to his native Britain. Parsons's study of 
water-plants, willows, and crumbling church walls is 
very refined and pastoral, while the girls whom Abbey 
nimbly sketches as a centrepiece are at least in harmony 
and set in the same light as the scenery. They are not 
"distinguished," however, and Abbey would never 
have got his reputation for style and originality from 
the evidence of such a picture as this. The whole 
composition, a child whom diverse fathers share, does 
not rise above a kind of plodding, Killingworth John- 
son refinement ; it is carrying the garden-party tone, 
" low with fashion, not with feeling," into the regions 
of pastoral. 

In landscape, everything yields, in a sense, to the 
prize-fighter *' slogging" of J. Frank Currier, who 
should hug himself on the good showing he gets, for 
he may never have so warm a friend on the Hanging 
Committee again. For the present, put into the high- 
est good humor by the various and catholic excellence 
of the exhibition, we regard the Curriers as valuable 
checks to the self-righteousness of the conventional 
men. It is only necessary to stand opposite the wall 
where the important ones are hung to see how they 
reduce the respectable pictures around them to imbecil- 
ity. They are the censors of their contemporaries. 
Place yourself at the door leading into the South gal- 
lery, and the picture of all others which inspires you 
with a desire to go up to it is the " Landscape," No. 
316. You do not see what it is, but you see twilight. 
The stream has a dark, onyx-like glitter ; the trees have 
the quality of trees at night, concealment ; they are the 
kind of trees to harbor beasts, or to burst out with a 
sally of robbers ; the sky has a burden of winds and a 
threat of clouds ; the pictures around are surface pict- 
ures, while this one fills you with curiosity and inspires 
your investigating faculty to go for miles behind itand 
into it. On the western wall, the " Schleisheim" is a 



ing of the sap through crowds of diverging branches. 
The perspective of a canal, the convergence of a road 
and a row of roofs, give him lines of energy that are 
perfectly suitable to this scheme of botanical move- 
ment, and make a good minor system of forms. The 
composition flows, broadens, and develops in every 
part, and a valuable impression of tone-values is added 




' THE GIRL I LEFT BEHIND ME." BY J. G. BROWN. 



DRAWN BY THE 



ARTIST FROM HIS PICTURE 
EXHIBITION. 
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"WINTER." BY HENRY FARRER. 

DRAWN BY THE ARTIST FROM HIS PICTURE IN THE WATER-COLOR EXHIBITION. 



delivery of truth, in its own way. The artist has no- 
ticed that pollard trees, alone of all vegetables, express 
by the lines in which they push out again, a kind of 
fury of growth, a resentment at being polled, a protest 
against their frustrated opportunities. Neglecting all 
other accuracy of design, he bears on this expressive- 
ness of movement, and makes you feel the elastic thrust- 



as a further grace. But accepting all this, the feeling 
which one has for the successes of Currier is a feeling 
of pit)'. How unfortunate the man is, who is so op- 
pressed with the burden of delivering the values of 
tones relieving one against the other, that he has no 
palate left for the graces of nature, the tenderness and 
aroma of air, the never-ending beauty of growing forms 
lovingly studied and feelingly designed. In his savage 
stress, in the exaggeration which is necessary to him to 
pronounce his contrasts and his energies, everything that 

is comfortable 
and comforting 
about nature is 
left unexpress- 
ed. His pictures 
wreak them- 
selves on efforts 
to interpret con- 
trasts of value 
which, plainly, 
the resources 
and the gamut 
of materials in 
our hands are 
unequal to ; he 
can only declare 
that he feels 
them, he cannot 
deliver them ; 
he is obliged to 
confine himself 
to a breadth of 
treatment 
which after all 
is ugly, and 
which a Greek 
would have 
shuddered at ; 
he seems to be 
in perpetual dis- 
comfort, and he 
is the living 
sacrifice of his 
mission. 

A n o t h-e r 
painter, Henry 
Muhrman, delivers a similar prophecy, and, with Karl 
Mente, also of Munich, confounds us with the land- 
scape of the future. Muhrman's railway-station, and 
Mente's " Fohring" have valuable qualities of compo- 
sition, used as the interpreter of movement in land- 
scapes with progressing objects included in them. 
Muhrman's system of clouds helps the crawl of the 
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"slowing" railway train ; and Mente's whole landscape 
assists to pour a flock of geese down a hill-side. How 
the latter would depict the swine of the Gadarenes 




"SHEEP GOING HOME.'* BY J. A. S. MONKS. 

DRAWN BY THE ARTIST FROM HIS PICTURE IN THE WATER-COLOR EXHIBITION. 



rushing to their devil- filled Tophet ! But in what 
effect, of nature do these two find the originals of 
the vehicles they use in painting? What aspect of 




"A QUIET PLACE." BY KRUSEMAN VAN ELTEN. 

DRAWN BY THE ARTIST FROM HIS PICTURE IN THE WATER-COLOR EXHIBITION. 



the air around us suggests to Muhrman his carboni- 
ferous dirt, or to Mente his slipper)' lubricating oils ? 

Brennan, this year, is content to use 
unconventional methods without under- 
lying intentions, in surface painting of a 
purely decorative ambition ; his '* Day in 
June!' is an enamel of flowery tints, 
with whose pleasant absence of perspec- 
tive we might be rather refreshed if we 
had not seen so many examples of the 
European artist to whom he owes his in- 
spiration ; his 4 * Day," a Japanesque 
goddess, is a frank failure which modesty 
would hide in a portfolio ; his " Ellen 
Terry" looks like a photographic pose, 
thrown up by magic-lantern, which it will 
not bear without stretching to pieces. 
Altogether, Mr. Brennan this year seems 
quite over-cultured and etiolated. 

Of Percy and Leon Moran, adventur- 
ous boys forced in a hotbed of art, and 
endowed by nature with an alarming 
cleverness, one hardly knows what to 
say. Few young artists have sprung upon the world 
with a better equipment. How to lay in a wash, how 



to model with a blotter, seems to them a skill acquired 
in the nursery. Their technique reminds one of that 
terribly perfect handwriting which model youths ap- 
pear always to acquire when they 
go to the book-keeping academies. 
Leon's *' Lady in Black " and Percy's 
"The Pets" are so supernaturally 
clever thai they fill us with misgivings, 
like the acting of the infant phenome- 
non. For these young men have not 
yet seen the modes of life they paint, 
and their pastorals and yeomen's 
daughters are invented right here in 
sun-bonneted America. When they 
begin to get effects' by the natural 
process of falling in love with some- 
thing in the world and in life, instead 
of reflecting with awful precocity 
the acts and gesta of original in- 
ventors, their furniture of paints and 
methods will work for them with exemplary power. 
Lungren seems never to have been better inspired 
than this year No other exhibitor arranges a crowd so 
as to move and bustle about, 
none other can so reduce a 
great bank of conglomerated 
French houses to a unit, 
none can so sweep a city 
scene with mist or rain or 
twilight ; he sends one study 
of Paris umbrellas which is 
a marvel. But he is not yet 
ready to put large prominent 
figures in his foregrounds ; 
his model-study is insuffi- 
cient, and he is troubled 
with his hands and details. 
Another cadet of American 
art, G. W. Edwards, who 
has been already noticed in 
this journal for his work on 
the Lowell cards, shows ad- 
vance and refinement in his 
contributions ; his " Belgian 
Windmill" is gem-like and 
racy, though the decorative 
element predominates in it, 
instead of a humble seeking 
after atmospheric secrets ; 
he rather dictates to -nature 
than waits to see what the 
breeze dallying with the 
sails will tell him. Sartain's 
" Canal Corner in Venice" 
would explain to him the 
distinction we insist on ; 
centuries of time must stain 
the plaster, the eternal youth 
of the sky must be felt to 
contrast with the history- 
laden roofs, and the artist 
must be honestly impressed 
by these centuries and this 
history ; the lonely canal 
will then become a thing full of echoes and distance, 
when the ornamental mill will merely look like some- 



not resulted in more originality. The serene Gifford, 
attempting a marine iu rough weather, attains an energy 
*' de circon stance " that reminds one only of an enraged 




ANNIE LAURIE. 



BY FRED. W. FREER. 



DRAWN BY THE ARTIST FROM HIS PICTURE IN THE WATER-COLOR 
EXHIBITION. 

sheep ; and Quartley is generally confused and overbur- 
dened, only succeeding in clearing his voice in a single 
utterance, the " Fishing-boats in the English Channel." 
Of flower-pictures, always a strong contingent in 
water-color shows, Miss K. H. Greatorex contributes 





" SUMMER IN BRITTANY." BY HENRY P. SMITH. 

DRAWN BY THE ARTIST FROM HIS PICTURE IN THE WATER-COLOR 
EXHIBITION. 



some showing chrysanthemums and hollyhocks, that 
are far above the average of such performances. Alden 
Weir, in a sketch of light roses, succeeds perfectly in 
his old attainment with such objects, the agate-like glint 
of cold flower-petals, washed with a 
watery spectrum of faint color. Miss 
Margaret Keenan exhibits some studies 
of a redder kind of roses showing a real 
capacity, a woman's true eye for color, 
and a really artistic way of generalizing 
and grouping. Of many other envoys to 
the exhibition, our sketches will suffi- 
ciently tell the tale. 

Edward Strahan. 
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" STILL LIFE." BY R. LUMLEY. 

DRAWN BY THE ARTIST FROM HIS PICTURE IN THE WATER-COLOR EXHIBITION, 

thing inlaid on an ivory card-case. It is odd that the 
European travels of the Tile Club last summer have 



This year's exhibition of the Etching 
Club at the Academy of Design fairly 
fills two rooms and contains some re- 
markable etchings by foreign artists, 
mainly Englishmen, and many very cred- 
itable works by American etchers. Chief 
among the latter are the views in Eng- 
land and Wales and in Scotland by Thomas and Mary 
Nimmo Moran. The former's " Harlech Castle " and 
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SKETCHES FROM , THE WATER-GOLOR EXHIBITION. 

I. "NKAR GLOUCESTER, N. V." BY JOSEPH LYMAN, JR. 2. "SLEEPING LION." BY ERNEST GRISET. 3. " IT'S ONLY MB." BY THOMAS W. WOOD. 4. ".A CANINE PATIENT." BY THEO. ROBINSON. S - "CULTURE.' 

- . BY W. H, LIPPINCOTT. £ 6. "LITTLE GRETA (DALBCARLIA)." BY T. DE THULSTRUP. 7. " A VOICE FROM THE CLIFF." BY WINSLOW HOMER. 8. " THE DUO." BY E. H. BLASHFIELD. 

9. "THE BLESSED DAMOSEL." BY J. WELLS CHAMPNEY. IO. " OLD TIME FAVORITES." BY FREDERICK DIELMAN. II. " THE WOOD-NYMPHS' CALL." 

BY G. W. EDWARDS. 12. " SUNNY DAYS." BY C. Y. TURNER. 
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